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SONG L | | 
AST May-day I rambled the meadows along, i 
_4 To hear the ſweet Linnets and Gold: nches l 
ſong. | 
When juſt by the cloſe ſhaped J-ſamine C: 55+; 4 
I met with young Phillis, the Goddeſs of ir — 
Tranſported I kils'd her, ſhe gave me a ſme, 1 
So I aſked the dear Nymph, it ſhe tarry a while 1 
Oh ! no, ſhe rep!y'd, therefore leave me | pray, 
For here, tis unſate with a Shepherd to ſtay. | 


Dear Phillis I cry'd don't refuſe my requeſt, | 
Ot all nymphs in the vi lage, tis you I love beſt, 


Then why be afraid with your ſhepherd to go, 


Jo the jeſſamine, till ſhe anſwered no no, 

2 ou men are deceivers and love to enſnare, 

und my mother oft' told me of men to beware, 

No longer perſuade me, purſue your own way, 

For there tis unſafe with a ſhepherd toflirgy. - 
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. *Tis the ſeaſon of love, tothe grove let's along, 


C4 3 


Lale me b cry'd you're of | te grown 2 prude, 
Dye think my dear girl, Vd attempt to be rade, 


Where I'll tell you a tale, and Vil fing you a tong, 
Prithee Damon ſte cry'd, don'i attempt to perſuade, 
Or by cunning beguile a poor innocent maid, 


Fhe groves may have charms now the ſeaſon is gay,. | 1 | 


For long I've bebeid you the Girl to my mind. 
My tale Oh ye fair is a leſſon for you, 


If before to the grove, you're too eaſily won, 


Bur here, tis un afe with a ſhepherd to ſtay 


Well pleas d with her virtue, I tenderly cry'd, 
Have nothing to fear, for l'll make you my Bride, 


So to CZurch let us go, then may Phillis bz kind, 
*Tis marriage alone that will prove the Swain true, 


The ſwain may be falſe and the maiden undone. 
The SHEPHERDS HOLIDAY. 


II. 

; HE Month of May is now begun, 
| And the fweet Flowers are all in Bloom: 
Tre Nynfphs and Swains like lambs will play, 
To welcome the Shepherds Holiday. | 


That man is bleſt that's free from all Care, 
Young Cu pid' Dart ſhall never me enſnare ; 
For rs young Betſy in my arms muſt lay, 
To wetecme. the Shepherds Holiday. 


Young Colin he rules all their Train, 
When he meets them on the Plain; 
Diana on her Harp will play. 
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To welcome the Shepherds Holiday. 
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The town's run mad agen-a 4 
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At Night when I'm tired, I can take notes 
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In my true love's Arms then I am bleſt'>.zn:w 72 | 
Briſk Nancy has ſtole my Heart awayy © 469 * i 
All on the Shepherds holiday. f Hy. al | 
The D U E N N X oY 


Dn, II. | 
N days of Gay, n i 
They ſing and ſay 
The world was full of folly, 
For all day long. | 
It's ſole fing ſong, | 
Was pretty, pretty Polly. 8 
Se 4 Tdl de ral de 
So now a days, 
As *twas in Gay's, | 


It's whole delight. 
Thus every night 
To throng to the Duenna. 


So droll the ſcene 

With quick and Green 
So ſweetly ficgs Leoni; 

W bile thoſ- fly curs, 
| The managers, 
Keep pocketing the money, 


Nor pleaſes bk 
Thi⸗ ſame ſucceſs, 


| The ſparkling maſter Sherry, 


Who ſure enough, 
Gets too the ſtuff, 


By making foi ks io merry. 
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FSeschasged the days, 
Since. little Bays, 
Made Drury galleries roa -a, 
| His boxes mum, 
His pit humdrum, | 
Now. þpz applauſe no more—g. 
Nay to his loſs, 
Which makes him exoſs, 
Our gracious King and Queen--a 
Have both been twice, py 
And may- be thrice, 
Will go to the Duenna. 


Then Sal and Sue, 
Came let us too, 

Go there my girls agen---a 
Mean while let's ſing, 
Long live the King, 

The Queen and the Duenna. 


Tal de rol de 
A N E W 8 0 N G, 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


B Elieve my Gghs, my tear, my dear, 
Believe the heart you have won, | 
Believe my vows to you fincere, 
Or Peggy I am undone ; 
You ſay I am fickle and apt to change 
To ev'ry face that's new, 
But of all the girls I ever ſaw, 
Ine er lov'd one like you. 


My heart was once a flake of ice, | 
Till warmed by your bright eyes, And 


To ah 
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JT OV the happy Knot is ty'd, 


And 


(FJ 

And tt en it melted in a trice, 
A flame that never dies Fi 

Then take and try me you ſhall fad. 
A heart that's juſt and true, 0 6 


Of all the Girls I ever ſaw, 
1 ne'riov'd one like you. 


Then come my charmer. let's away 
To Church and end all ſtriſe, 
How bleſt will be each night and day, | 
When Peggy is my wile, FEE | 
My vows to you ſhall prove ſincere, 
For I'll be juſt and true, | 
Of all the Girls I ever ſaw, - 
1 ne'erlov'd one like you. 


Sung by Mr. Lahe ard Mrs. Lampe. 
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Betſy is my charming Bride; 
Ring the Bells, and fill the Bowl, 
Revel all without Controul: 

Who fo fair a, lovely Bet! 

Who ſo bleſſed as Colinet ! 

Who ſo fair as lovely Bet! 

Who fo bleſs'd as Colinet |} 
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Now adieu to Maiden Aru, 
Angling for unguarded Hearts; 
Welcome Hymen's laſting Joys, 


Liſping wanton Girls and Boys , 


Girls, as fair as lovely Bet; 

Boys, as ſweet as Colinet. 

Tho' ripe Sheaves of yellow Corn, 
Now my plenteous Barn adorn ; 
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' Tho? Pre deck -d my Myrtle Bowers 
With the faireſt e flowers ! 
Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet, 

Are the Charms of lovely Bet. 


Tho' on Sundays I was ſeen, 
Dreſs'd like ny May- Day Queen; 
Tho' ix Swezthearts daily {trove 
To deſcrve thy Betty's Love; 
Them I quit without Regret; 


All my }oys in Colinet. 


Strike up then the ruſtic Lay; 
Crown, with Sports, our Bridal-Day 3 


May each Lad a Miſtreſs find, 


Like my Betſy fair and kind; 
And each Laſs a Huſband get, 
Fond and true as Colinct. 


Ring the Belle, and fill the Bowl, 
Rev:<l] al! without controul: 

May the Sun ne'cr riſe or ſet 

Bu: with ] y to happy Bet, 

And her faitn ful Colinet. 


SONG VI. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall, 
OUNG Colin having much to ay 
In tecret to a Maid, 


Fer ſuaded her to leave the Hay, 
And f.ek th' e mbow' ring ſhade : 


And afur 10ving with his Mate 


Where none cou'd heit or ſee, 


* 


CPF" "= 

> 0 

Upon the Velvet Gronnd they at 9 
Under the Green-wood Tree. \ "FP 


% Your Charms,” ſays Colin, “ warm my ek, 
« What muft I for them give? 
Nor Night nor Day can I have Reſt, 
] can't without you live: 
« My Flock:, my Herde, my All is thine, 
« Cou'd you and I agree; 
« Oh! ſay you to my wiſh incline 
„Under the Green- wood Tree.“ 


Joo late you attempt my Hcart, fond Swain.“ 
The wary Laſs replies, 
„A Lad who muſt not ſue in vain, 
Nor for my Favour tries; "of 
« He bids me name the ſacred Day, | 
„ In all things we agree; | 
% Then why ſhould you and I now ſtay 1 
« Under the Green-wood Tree?“ 1 
| | 
| 


All this But ſerv'd to fire his Mind, 
He knew not what to do, | 

Till to his Suit ſhe wou'd be kind, 1 
He wou'd not let her go: | 

His Love, his Wealth, the Youth display d, 
No longer coy was ſhe; 

At Church ſhe ſeal'd the Vow ſhe made 
Under the G; ecn- weod Tree. 
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SONG VI. 
The LOVERS STREAM, 
Sung by Nr. Jameſon at Vauxhall, 


LOW murm'rirg river, flow, 
Whilſt on thy Borders Grow, 
Gay Flora's richeſt pride; 
And fince thy bounty feeds 
The neighb'ring verdart meads, 
In ceaſle's tinklings giide. 


Upon the whiſp'ring ſtream 
My faithſul lovers dream, 

_ Whilſt ſings the ham ming bee; 
Or let th' empaſſion'd Swain, 
Moſt ſweet:y there com plain, 

Or pipe in tuneful gee. 


Upon thy banks I'll ſt: ay 
To lull my cares away, 
There ſhun the noomide beam; 
Fair quiet here I find, | | 
This ſoots my thoughtf l mind, 
I thank thee gentle ſtream. 


SONG VII. 
ADVICE tw CLEORA. 


\ LEORHS, prith:e turn your eye, 
And ſe: the clouds in yonder {ky ; 


Cbſcure 
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cure 
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Obſcure the ſun enliy'ning ray, 
And hide the chearful face of day. 


Mark yet again the humble ſwain, 
Who guards the flocks along the plain, 
The gloomy proſpect calmly view, 
And patient wait to ſee a ſhew. 


Nor anxious be, nor vainly try, 
From clouds to clear the darken'd ſky. 
But know a few ſhort moments more, 
And the Day brightens as beſore. 


This then with clouds of gloom infeſt, 
The gentle region of your breaſt, 
Nor | 08 nor art can check their ſtay, 
The Hours muſt wear them all away. 


For ah! believe me, 'twere as vain 
To try to ſtop you haſty rain, 
Or ſtay the fierce impetious wind, 


As rule the climate of the mind. 


How wild who hopes the ſun to force, 
Or ſhape the clouds uncertain courie; 
Not leſs who thinks he may controul 


The clouds and ſunſhine of the ſoul. 


Oh! ceaſe impatient for to burn, 
Nor ſtrive to preſs your ſua return, 
But like the prudent ſhepherd wait, 
Ta ke the clouds and gloom retreat. 


SONG 


( 12.) 
$ONG IX. 
Th: INCONSTANT. 
(Muſic has power to melt the ſoul.) 


| T moves your wonder that my ſoul, 

VW hich ever rov'd before, 

The charms of Cloe ſhould controul, 
And that I rove no more. 


Put know, in her, my fickle mind, 

That ftray'd from fair to fair, 

Can ev'iy day new graces find, 
And prove inconftant there. 


Her eyes, that heav* nly luſtre , 
Enthral my heart this day: 

The next, to raiſe an equal flame, 
New charms her lips diſplay. 


The heaving marble of ber breaft 
Shall ſoon attact my fight, 
Whith beauties not to be expreſs'd, 
And yield a ſtrange delight. 


Inconſtant, from that boſom fair 
My eyes at length depart: 

The waving ringlets of her hair 
Have now enſnar d my heart. 


Attrated by a ein charm, 
From thence tis led away: 

The whiteneſs of her wel!-tarn'd arm, 
Now bears ſupenor ſway. 


— — 


Thus 
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Thus in my ardent love of change, 

In Chloe gratify'd : - 
Mlidſt various beauties flill I range; 
By her they're all ſupply'd. 


| | SONG XY. 
The CRYING SHEPHERD, 


ON time à ſwain had courted Sue, 
| And told herall his mind ; | 
But though ſne found the ſhepherd true, 
She ne er to love inclined : 
He preſs'd her oft to be his bride, | 
She frown'd whene'r he came; | 
He ſobb'd and cried, ſhe ſtill deny'd, 
And ſcorn'd his gen'rous flame. 


With pleaſing arts the ſhepherd ſtrove 
To melt her frozen heart; 
But ſhedefy'd the pow'r of love, 
Not having felt hisdart. 
Though every day the ſwain he try'd, 1 
The nymph remained the ſame; | 
He ſobb'd and cry'd, ſhe ſtill deny'd, 
To own his generous flame. 


Though lighted thus he fonder grew, 

And ſtill the Nymph purſued, 
But all his worth was loft on Sue, 

Who would not be ſubdued : 

That ſhe the pow'r of love defy'd, 
All held her much to blame; 
The ſwain ſtill cry'd that ſhe deny'd, 

To own his gen'rous flame. 


Thus 


— — — — 


( 14 ) 

At lenpth the god of love drew near, 
And: heard | 15 ale lament, 

He whiſper'd, Shepherd never fear, 
The nymph ſhall ſoon relent; 

His bow and arrow next he try'd, 

5 And at young Sue took aim, 

| She ſobbs and cry'd, and ſoon complied, 

: To own the ſhepherd's flame. | 


SONG XL. 
The ROSE and the LAUREL, 
|  (Wouldli thou all the joys receive) 


1 HLOE, in your miror view, 

. As you daily us'd o do; 
Th' image of that lovely face, 

Deck'd with each becoming grace. 


Then, my Chloe, ſtrait repair 
To the garden hence, my dear, 
Bring the damaſk roſe away, 
That flouriſh'd there but yeſterday. 


Seek the buſh on which it grew, 
Enliven'd by the morning dew ; 
The fragrant flow'r, alas! is ſhed, 
Scatter'd all its leaves and dead. 


But, behold the laurel here, 
Unhurt by time, ſtill freſh and fair; 
| Ever verdant ſee it thrive, 


And the wintry blaſts ſurvive, 


But 1 


„ 
But innate ſenſe and modeſty, 
Like the laurel never die ; 


| Theſe, my Chloe, then improve, 
For virtue is the ſource of love. 


| $ONG XI. 
KITT CLAKLL 
(When Fanny blooming fair.) 


' ET other bards infpir'd \ 
Their utmoſt ſkill employ; \ 
By Dido's beauties fir'+, 

Or Helen pride of Troy: 

n more exalted wing, 

15 My muſe ſhall mount in air, 
I be brighter charms to ſing, 
| Ot lovely Kitty Clare. 
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Whould you the ſweets exhale, 
;  _ Thatblek Arabia yields, 
Or breathe the ſpicey gale | 
Of ſweet Amboyna's fields, | 
Would you Ambroſia fip, | 
With reverence repair, 
And kiſs the ſweeter lip. 
Of deareſt Kitty Clare . 


Her blooming cheek out-vies 
The roſes 1 grow ; 
The tulip's varied dyes 

| Far leſs reſplendant ſhew ? 
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( 16 ) 


The lilly's cleareſt white 


Would ſuffer in compare, 
And ſeem not half ſo bright, 
As beautious Kitty Clare. 


Should you ye Gods conceal 
My Kitty in the ſkies, 
Too glorious to reveal 


Io any Mortal eyes; 
I'd think the theft no crime, 


But like Prometheus dare, 
Jove's ſtarry throne to climb, 
And ſteal my Kitty Clare, 


Or if the envious fates 


Tie beauteous Maid had bound, 


With Palegethon and Stynx, 
And Cocytus arround ; 


Their banks I would explore, 


[ike Orpheus void of fear, 
And make the fate reſtore _ 
My charming Kitty Clare, 


What though no mighty hoard 


My ſcanty coffers boaſt, 
I'd erivy not the Lord 

Or Afric's Golden Coaſt ; 
Let fortune others grant 

Their Thouſand pounds a year, 
I'd no ſuch treaſures want, 


Poſſeſs'd of Ki:ty Clare. 


: Or would the Goddeſs make 


The ſpacious globe my own, 
To bribe or forſake, 
The nymph I love alone : 


— 
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he 


Contented there I'd chuſe, 


( 17 ) 


The gift I would refuſe, 
An humble cot prefer, 


To live with Kitty Clare. 
SONG XIB. 
(The laſs of Patty's Mill.) 


EE beauteaus Daphne, ſee, 
The ſun with purer light 
New-gilds the hawthorn- tre, 

Ard makes the proſpect bright; 
He ſheds refulgent rays 

On ev'ry chryftal ftream ; Z | 
The birds in chearful lays 

Repoice beneath his beam. 


The ſtorms of winter rude, 
Give place to gentler gales ; 


The flow'rs to life renewed, 


Bedeck'd the ſmiling Vales; 

The Cvprian Queen Low 
Reſi.mes her welcome reign, 

T'kroughout the peaceful grove, 
And o'er the verdant plain. 


Ade d in all thy charms, 


Cele::l nymph! appear; 
And in my longing arms, 
Let me enfold my dear: 
So ſhall within my breaſt, 
Perpcruz! pl aſures ſpring, 
And I, tor ever bl:it, 
Of love and Daphne ſing, = 
1 5 B 3 SONG 
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SONG Xlv. 
The FEMALE DUELFST. 


8 INCE all ſo nicely take offence, 
And pinking is the faſhion, 


I ſoon ſhall find a good pretence 


For being in a paſſion. 


If any on my dreſs or air 
To teſt, dare take occaſion; 
By female honour 1 declare, 
P11 have an explanation. 


If you are too free and full of play, 
By Jove, my lads, I will cure ye: 
And if cold you turn away, | 

You will rouſe a very fury. 


A 10 is every thing I ſay, 


No ſwain ſhall call me crue!, 


Whoever my will ſhall diſobey, 
Tne ſignal for a duel. 


A very Amazon am I, 


And various werf ons carry; 


Ha ve lightening glancing in my eye, 


And tongue a ſword to Parry, 


Ea let him arm with what he will, 


With Cupid's bow and arrow, 


You ſoon ſhall ſee my man I'll kill, 


As ealy as a ſparrow, 


SONG 
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SONG XV. | 
(Sure Sally is the lovelieſt laſs.) * | 1. 


ROM yonder caſt reſplendent dart, 
The ſun's auſpicious rays ; 
So Celia cheer my drooping heart, 
Wich her enliv*ning face: 
Her beauty doth ſuch tranſport give 
To my enamour'd ſoul, 
Poſſeſſing her, I'd ever live 
Secure from all controul, 


Exterior charms may ſtrike the view, 
And beauty all admire; 8 
But merit wins affection true, 
And feeds the laſting fire; 
Of each my Celia doth poſſeſs 
An inexhauſted fore; 


Would ſhe vouchſafe my love to bleſs, 


I'd wiſh for nothing more. 
SONG XVI. 


(O would'ft thou know what ſecret charms, ) 


JV dear Clarinda woul d'ſt thou know, 
; Whence Hymen's ſacred bleſſings flow; 
Attend my lay, and thou ſhall fee, | 
The man that's made for love and me. 


Nor wealth, nor perſon can impart 
Thoſe bleſſi gs to the tender heart; 
His mind tte flowing ſpring muſt be, 
That ſheds he ſtream of blifs for me. 
5 Whoſe 
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| & Whoſe ſor ls with f edfaſt virtue fraught, 
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Inſpird with ev'ry noble thought; 
Kind, conſtant, gen'rous, and free, 
Be him whom tate d:{igns for me, 


Let pure good · nature in his breaſt, 
Wich ſweet complacence mildly reſt; 
His ſprightly genius ever be 9 
Producing j ys for love and me. 


Let him his paſſions ever ſway, - 
Not led by them from wiſdom's ways 
Serenly calm O let them be, 

Sweetly attun'd to love ard me. 


Teeming with ſentiments refin'd, 
Let good-l:;ke ſcience teach his mind; 

From objects low and mean to flee, 

And only toy with love and me. 


Thus let his ſolid reaſon ſhine 
Enligh:en'd with a ray divine; 
His ſcul, for ever let it be, 
Enwrapt in virtue, love, and me. 


A breaſt with ſacred truth inſpir'd, 
A ſoul with love of knowledge hr'd, 


Prejudice and ign'rance free, 


Alone is made for love and me. 


N — — re 
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SONG XVI. 


| F all the youths that grac'd the plain, 
| Ther'snone that could compare 

With Colin, who I wiſhin vain, 

Would to my arms return again, 


And fix his dwelling there. b 


Oft have I liſten'd when he ſung, | 
Attentive all the while: 5 | 
For ſorely magic rapteres hung 
Upon his dear deluding tongue, 
So ſweet——fſo full of guile. 
When'er he tun'd the warbling lye, 
Or foftly breathing flute, 
His wond'rous ſkill I did admire, 
My ſoul enamour'd, caught the fire, 
And granted all his fuit. 


His ſuit obtain'd the faithleſs boy, 
I Who ſtale my heart away, 
Whole preſence gave meſo much joy, 
Whoſe abſence will my bliſs deftroy, | 
Doth from my boſom flray. | 0 


Beware, ye nymphs, where'er you be, 
By my example ſhun. : 
Feoäalſe man our greateſt enemy, 
Left by his artful perfidy, 

Jou are too ſoon undone, 


— —— —ęT:] 
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SONG XVIII. 
The INJURED FAIR, 


OME Laſſes liſten unto me, 


In country, town, and city, 
Let my downfall a caution be, 
To blooming maids ſo pretty. 


I am a poor unhappy girl, 


Upon the town applying, 
Becauſe 1 did believe falſe man, 
Full of deceit and lying. 


do praytremember pretty maids, | 
How often you are warned, 

For when men once do get their ende, 
By them you will be ſcorned. 


| Such flatteries to be us'd, 
And preſents I had many, 
Altho' I'd twenty for to chuſe, 


I lov'd him beſt of any. 


Blith as the lark I was till he, 
Of every joy bereft me, 


But when he'd had his will of me, 


3 He went away and left me, &c. 


With arms around me on his knee, 
Like Judzs would kifs me, 


And wiſh'd the happy day to ſee, 


In marriage for to bleſs me? 


But 


8 6 —_— — 


But 
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( 23 ) 


But oh alaſs the treacherous youth, 


Moſt baſely did ſeduce me, 
And when 1 aſked him for to wed, 
Fe like a rogue refus d me, &c. 


Then of his conqueſt he did boaft, 


In many you know it's common, 


And bragg d to his companions all, 


How he betray d a woman; 


Howe er he has my ruin been, 


And I'm undone for ever, 


So how can man ever expect, 


Of woman any favour. 


But yet I will not curſe the youth, 
But this I wiſh in brieffir, 
That he may wed a drunken Wife, 


Then he'll have a whore and a thief, fir. 


Safficient puniſhment I vow, 


For any man alive, fir 
For he that's ty'd to ſuch a Jilt, 
I'm fare he ne'r can thrive fir, &c. 


' Now this is all the harm I can wilb, 


What think you of my prayer, 
A drunken wife to be the lot, 
Of ev'ry maids betrayer. 


A good wife is an ornament, 
And make a huſband prized, 

But may he get a drunken jilt, 

And ee himſelf deſpiſed, &c. 


SONG 


( 24 ) 
SONG XIX. 
The Pleaſure ef RURAL LIFE, 
ADS and laſſes blythe and gay, 
Taſte of pleafure while you may, 


Her's Ralph and Roger, Sue and Kate, 
Sporting with a ſork or rake. 


HFer's Ralph and Roger, &c. 


Ever chearful all the day, 
In the meadows making hay, 


| Riſe each morning with the ſun, 
And it's going down return, 


Leaving work and worldly care, 
Then each lad ſalutes his fair, 
Paſtime then alone is ſeen, 


As they tripp'd it o'er the green, 


Ceres next our joys adorn, 
View the yellow fields of corn, 
Whilſt the farmer ſmiling, ſings 
Bleſs'd I am, more than a king. 
Now again my wealth increaſc, 
Crowns my happineſs and peace. 


Now the harveſt does begin, 

W hilſt the warblers ſweetly -fing, 
With hook and fickle clear the land, 
And the farmer jocund ſtand, = 
Hopes the plough may never fail, 


— Hands about the jug of ale. 


Pride can never our breaſts alarm, 
Whilſt we're thraſhing barn, 


Dame 


($8) 


Dame at home does fit and ſpin, 
| Wi.iſhing the return of ſpring, 

; Innocence is dancing round, 

| Here the conjugal bliſs is found. 


3 SONG XX: 

. A New Love Song, 

As I was walking one morning in may, 
111 heard a young damſel to ſigh and to ſay, 


My love is gone from me, and ſhewed me foul play, | 
It was down in the meadow among the green hay. - 


Says he my dear Polly, what makes you to moarr 
O did you think love I ne er woud return, 
So now to church love let us repair, 
Never mind your FATHER, 


My father is worth five hundred a year, 
And Iam his daughter and only dear, 
Not a penny cf portion he'll give me I ſear, 


If I marry with you my dear. 

O as to your portion my dear never mind. d 
J will make you huſband both loving and kind. | 
So now to the church loye let us repair, =; 8) 


Never mind your father. 


They went to the church and was married ſtraights ; 


= x . 
And home to her Father the very next day, 
O honoured father I tell unto thee 


* 


That we are MARRIED. 
me ne 3 O. 


— K - - . * = - — ” N ” "4 au _ 


5 


* O then the old father began for to ſwear, 
Tou have married my daughter and only dear, 
But ſince you are married, I've got a new ſon, 
You are very WELCOME. | 


SONG XX.. 


thee, | 
Scorning all carnal end, regardleſs of money, 


Yielding to the heart that's generous and borny. 


Take me Jenny, 
me win you, 
While I'm in the humour; 
I implore you, 
T adore you, 
5 What can mortals do more. 
Kiſs upon't, kiſs upon't, turn not fo ſny ly 
There is my hand, there's my heart, 
| Twill never beguile thee. 
Bright are thy lovely eyes, 
Thy tweet lips ſo delighting, 
. Well poliſh thy ivory neck, 
Thy arms inviting: 
Often at the milk white churn, 
With raptures l've ſeen them, 
But O how I figh'd and burn, 
Wiſh'd my own arms between them. 
5 Take me Jenny, &c. 
I've ſtore of ſhcep, my love, e 
And goats on the mountain, 3 
And water to brew good ale 3 
From your clear cryſtal fountain: 


8 WEETEST of creatures let Cupid incline thee, 
T” accept of a faithful heart which now I reſign 


A 
Ei 
A 
A 
A 
T 
N 
F 
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F've too a a pretty cot, 
With warden and land to't, 
But all will be doubly ſweet, Bhs. 
If you put a hand to it, | 
Take me Jenny, &c, 
SONG XXII. 


The SHEPHER D's INVITATION. 


| 6 OME live with me and be my love, 


And we will all the pleaſure prove . 
That grove and valley, hill and field, 
Or woods and ſteepy mountains ield ; 
And I will make thee beeds of we uh 


And twine a thouſand amorous pohes, 
To deck thee for wake or fair, 


With curious fancy Þ ll prepare. 5 
A cap of flowers and rural kirtle, 
Embroidered all with leaves of my; tle; : 

A belt of ſtraw and ivy buds, 

A coral claſp and amber ſtuds: 

And if theſe pleaſures may thee move, 
Then come with me and be my love, 

rags an and Swains ſhall dance and ſing, 
For t delight each May morning. 


P - o\ 
is EI ft . 


E 2 


SONG KXx!III. 
The SPARROW and his MATE; or 
VaLEnTINEgs Day, 
An EPITHALAMIUM. 
(Harveſt Home.) 


OME let us a 
As jovial to =” | 
As the warblers this morn on the ſpray ; Z 
No cares to perplex us, 
No troubles to vex us, 
Let innocent mirth crown the day; 


For Hymen'bids play, 
To keep holiday, 
And celebrate Valentine's Day. 


The ſparrow mal prate, 
Love ſongs to his mate, 
As he ſkims by her to the neſt ; 
There by her cloſe ſeated, 
The kiſs is repeated, 
To chear the dear bird he loves beſt. 


Let's Hymen obey, 
| And keep holiday, 
To celebrate Valentine's Day. 


Like him may the ſwain 
His wiſhes obtain, 
708 When 


Wh. 


In r 


An 
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Tr | When the paſtime of love ſhall begin; 

: Like her may the bride 
be coy bluſh thrown aſide) 

His affections continue to win! 


And when Hymen bids play, 
His dictates obey, 
In remembrance of Valentine's Day. 


Their offspring each year, 
Increas'd ſhall appear, 
At the table receive a new gueſt ;. 
But now it grows late, 
5 Let the ſparrow and mate 
Be permitted to hendſel their neſt; 


There, frolick and gay, 
Let 'em Hymen obey. 
And celebrate Valentine's Day. 


SONG XXIV. 
The WEDDING-DAY. 


V E ſprightly nymphs and jovial ſwains, 
That tend your flocks upon your plains, 
To yonder cottage haſte away, 

| And celebrate this happy day. 


To day the fair Clarinda deign'd 
To yield her kind conſenting band, 
'To am'rous Colin of the Green, 


The blitheſt youth that e er was ſeen. 
C5 
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Love join'd their mutual hearts in one, 
And Hymen's rites are now begun; 
With joyful welcomes away, 

And hail Clarinda's wedding day. 


Letev'ry lad chuſe out his laſs, 
And lead her o'er the bending graſs; - 
Then to the cottage all repair, 

And kindly greet the happy fair. 


The bridal ſports ſhall then enſue, 
And ev'ry tender wiſh renew; 
Tranſporting kiſſes ſhall impart, 

A fond deſire to ev'ry heart. 


Each nymph and ſwain by love inſpir'd, 
Shall be with bliſsful raptures fir'd, 
And mirth, and joy, and jolity, 
Shall crown Clarinda's wedding - Cay. 
SONG. XXV. 
COLIN ofte DALE. 


HEN love appear'd in Damon's form, 


The ſhepherd deck'd with ev'ry charm 


Endea voor'd to prevail: ; 
Me fighed, he vowed «t:raal truth, 
I pity'd, while I ſcorned the youth, 

For Colin of the Dale. 


Srephoa for ſprightly wit renown'd, 
Wou'd tain have had his wiſhes crown'd, 
Zy liſt'ning to his tale: | | 
But, O! What ſwain cou'd e er invite, 


— — . — 


— 


1 


Or give a nymph like me delight, 
But Colin of the Dale ? 


Young Roger came the other day, 
And almoit led my though aſtray; 
For, oh! no tongue can tell, 
With how mach Kill, with bow much art, 
He try'd to win my conſtant heart, 
F rom Col in of the Dale. 


At ev'ry paſtime, wake, or {port, | 


There many am'rous ſwains recort, 


Their laſſes to regale; 
Tho? all addreſs their vows to me, 
To all I ever deaf will be, 

But Colia of the Dale. 


Wich him through flow'ry meads ru rove, 


Or in the ſilent ſhady prove, 


— 


Where pleaſures never fail; 
Then to the cottage I'll repair, 
And endlets joys for every ſhare, 

With Colin of the Dale, 


4 
o NG XXVI. 


A POLLO aid me while I ling, 
Inſpire the imperfect lay; 
ive me to touch the trembling firing, 
On this auſpicious day. 


May peace her fruitful olive foread, 
To bleſs this happy land ; 

And ev'ry ſcience laiſe her head, 
At Georze's great command. 


— — * 


„ 


Here lacred Freedom fix thy ſeat, 
Let Britain rule the feas: 

And diſtant times with pride repeat 
The happineſs of chefe. 


SONG XXVII. 


(Vain is ev'ry fond endeavour.) 


H AS TE away, thou tardy lover; 
| Abſence fil's me with alarms : 
Ceaſe, O ceaſe to be a Rover, 

Fix thy dwelling in my arms. 


Bid adieu to lawleſs pleaſure ; 
And if love be worth your care, 
Come and taſte an endleſs treaſure, 

You ſhall find a welcome here: 


Guilt, the vicious heart conſounding, 
Meets from fools alone regard; 

Virtue with true joy abounding, | 
Proves the lover's beſt reward. 


Bid adieu to lawleſs pleaſure; 
Ad if love be worth your care, 
Come and taſte an endlef treaſu re, 

Voa ſhall find a welcome here. 


SONG XXVIIL. 


(When love is Leged within the heart.) 


SECURE in beauty's dead array, 
As Lind amira walks the plain, 


And 


| 
| 

E 

Fes 


x 


Or tem 


I know 
Falſe as 
| Inconſt; 
As win 


She's ſu 
Its joys 


_ | Though 


From h. 


| How ſhould I rave to fee thoſe eyes, | 


1 


She wings her arrows every way, 
Nor ſeels herſelf the lover's pain: 
Vet, O! too cruel maid beware, 


„ O play not, wanton with the dart, 


For love for thee may ſpread his ſnare, 
| And reach e en thy obdur ate heart. 


Replete with ineffectual fire, 
Caſt on a wretch who might deſpiſe, 
What the enamour'd world admire; 
. Since by kind nature form'd for joy, 
A milder fate, O may'ſt thou prove, 
Diſpenſe thy ſmiles, no longer coy, 


Blels'd in the arms of youth and love ! = 


| SONG XXIX. 


— —ů — — 1 


To ſow in Afric's barren ſoil, _ 


£ 
4. 
Or tempeſts hold within a toil. | | 


O fix her—'twere a tall ag vain, 
| To count the April drops of rain, 


I know it, friend, ſhe's light as air, 
Falſe as the fowler's artful ſnare; 
Inconſt zit as the paſſing wind, 

As winter's dreary froſt unkind. 


She's ſuch a miſer too in love, 34 | 6.3 
Its joys ſhe'll neither ſhare or prove, 1 7 
Though hundreds of gallants await, 


From her victorious eyes their fat:. 


33 


Bluſhing at ſuch inglorious reign, 

] ſometimes ſtrive to break her chain: 
My reaſon ſummon to my aid, 
Reſolv'd no more to be betta d. 

Ah, friend! 'tis but a ſhort liv'd trance, 
Diſpelled by one enchanting glance, 


She need but look, and I confeſs 
Thoſe looks compleatly curſe or bleſs. 


So ſoft, ſo elegant, fo fair, 


Sure ſomething more than humans there; 


1 muſt ſubmit, for ſtrife is vain, . 
Twas deſtiny that forged the chain. 


SONG XXX, 
(Once more I'll tun: the vocal ſhell.) 
9 IS not the Muſes choiceſt lay, 


"Tis not the p*-nei!'s ſtrongeſt ray, 


That can ſufficiently difplay, 
The charms of pretty Polly: 


"Tis not a lover's fire can paint, 
Nor can the vileſt ſcandal taint, 
A mind as pure as any faint, 
I The mind of virtuous Polly. 


Let critics, who, of judgment vain, 

Condern the fancy of my brain, 

For praiſing in fo high a ſtrain, 
The l eauties of my Polly. 


| Reflef 
The ti 
What 
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I view 
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The pe 
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RefleR, if e er they knew the ſmart, 

The tickling wounds of Cupid's dart, 

What raging paſſion feels a heart. 
Like mine which doats on Polly. 


When abſent from her loving fight, 
l view the twinkling ſtarrs fo bright, | 
And Cynthia's beams which gil4 the night, 
I ſighing, wiſh for Polly ; 


. And yet ſo ſhines her ſparkling ee, 
As Phcebus? rays at noon-day ſky, 

The pow'rful luſtre makes me fly, 

The charming face of Polly. 


Aſſiſt me with your kill and aid, 

Oh! teach me, Cupid, to perſuade, 

| By winning eloquence this maid, - 
My ſoul is wholly Polly's. 


Or, to her tender breaſt impart, 

4 By gentle means, your piercing art. 
Then grant ſhe may exchange her heart) 
| With mine, already Polly's. 


s O0 NG XXXI. 
(When all the Attic fire was fled.) 


2 Sylvia! your melodious voice, 
3 At which the liſt'ning gods rejoice, | 
Would captivate ſtill more, 
Did not your heav'nly charms invite 
Our ſenſes raviſhed with delight, 
Reflect To gaze and to adore, 


(8:73 


You to behold, at once, and hear, 
Are bleſlings for mankind too dear: 
For Jove too great a prize ! 
All that dare hear, in love are all ; 
All that dare look, muſt victims fall, 
To theſe all conquering eyes. 


SONG XXXII. 
A SONG upon SONGS. 


C OME every briſk ſoul 
Who celights in a bowl, 
In mirth, or what to it belong ; 
Attend to my verſe, 
While here I rehearſe, | 
To pleaſe you, a ſong upon ſongs 


But firft, I declare, 
To him whom to hear 
This little original longs ; 
Let him think what he will, 
Nought offenſive or ill. | 
1s contained in this ſong upon ſongs. 


Great ſtateſmen conceal 
Their ſchemes wheel in wheel, 
And under diſguiſe commit wrongs 3 ; 
J nobody hurt, 
But 8 to mirth, 
By writing a ſong upon ſongs. 


The boiſterous knave, 
Who pretends to be brave, 


— 


— 


And boaſts of his fights and ding dongs 3 
nd boaſts of his fig g * ken 


( 99 ) 


| When put to the teſt. 


How fallen his creſt, 


And 1 upon foops, 


The clergy refott, 
* at court, 


d crave fot fat ivitgs in thiongs p 


While I, with low aim, 
Aſpire to fame; | 
In ſcribling a ſong upon 1 


Tate differs in all, 
In great and in fmall, 
A hobby horfe to all belong; 
A girl, ball, or play, 
A review or birth-day, , 
Ne a ſong upon ſong, 


"7 


Gui ich ſome ſuit, 
Some a fiddle or flute, 
And'ſome like a ' poker and dong; ; 
Some admire drettos, | 
And other cantatos, 
And others my ſong upon fongs. 


Let all who've the Iten, 
Buy this magazine. 
| Such properties to it belongs; ; 
It wil! givs them a cure 
As cercain andſure, 
As chis is a ſong upon ſongs. 


But if you proceed, 


And continue to read, 


a Each ſong which this book belongs 


You'll 


(38:3 


You'll own I believe, 
Many plsaſures can . 


B fide this our ſong upon foags. 
SONG XxxIII. 

.#;.% 1:8 D 8 H 1 r. 
Set by Mr. Gerrard. 5 


On 


HE World my dear Myra, is full of Deceit, | 
| And friendſhip's a jewel we ſeſdom can meet; 
How ſtrange dce itſ.em, that in ſrarching a ound, 


This Source of Content is ſo ſcarce to b found ? 
O, Fiiendſhip! thou Ba'm, and rich ſwec tner of life; 
Kind Parent of Eaſe and compoſer of ſtrife ; 
Without thee, a'as! What are riches andPow'r. 
But empty deluſion, the Joys of an hour ! 


How much to be priz'd and Ans is a 3 
On whom we may always with ſafety depend; 

Our Joys, when extended, will always increaſe, 
And prief, when divided, are huſh'd into peace: 


When fortune is ſmiling, what crowds will appear, | 


Their kindneſs to offer, and friendſhip ſincere; 
Yet change but the proſpect, and poir.t out diſtreſs, 
No longer to court you they eagerly preſs. 


SONG XXXIV. 
- Sung by Miſs Jameſon in Vauxhall Gardens. 


— 


| F © fy, like bird, from grove to grove, - .. +, 
To wander like the be; 98554 
To fip of fwezts, and talle of love, 


414 


| 


9 
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| Ts not enough for me: 

No fluttering paſſions wake my break ; 
I wiſh the place to find, RE 
Where fate may give me peace and reſt, 

One ſhepherd to my mind. 


17 
P. To ev'ry youth Til not be gay; 
5 Nor try on all my pow'r; 


Nor future pleaſures throw away, , 

| In toyings for an hour; . 
ceit, | I would not reign the gen'ral toaſt, 
meet; | Be prais'd by all the town; 


ound, | A thouſand tongues on me are loſt, 
5 I'll hear but only one. 
ff life; | | 5 
| For which of all the flat'ring train, 
Who fwarm at beauty's ſhrine, 
When youth's gay charms are in the wane, ; 
Will court their ſure decline? 1 


ud. Then fops and wits, and beauxs forbear, 

; Tour arts will never do; 

iſe, | For ſome fond youth ſhall be my care, 
ace: Life's checquer'd ſeaſon through. 5 
Ppear, 3 . 

— My little heart ſhall love a home, 


lifiref, A wharm and ſhelter'd neſt; 
I. No giddy flights ſhall make me roam 
From when:e | am moſt bleſt: 
With love and only that dear ſwain, 
5 What tranquil joys I fee! | 
lens. {| Farewell, ye falſe, inconſtant train! ; 
— 8 For one is all to me. | 


——— — 


1 HE fragrant Lilly of the Vale 


( 49 ) 


SONG XXVV. 
4 CANTATA, 
Sung by Signora Giordina, 
RECITATIVE. 
OVELY virgins * 'n your prime, 
Mark the filent flight of time, 
Fortune gifts ſhou'd ſhe diſcloſe, 
Quickly chuſe what ſhe beſtows; 


Bloom and beauty foon decay, 
Love and youth fly ſwift away. 


AIR. 


Let not "ge thy bloom enſnare, 


You can find no pleaſure there ; 

Tranſient j joys you'll ſeek in vain, 

Joys that ne'er return again, | 
Ev'ry minute then improve, 7 
Fleeting are thoſe joys of love; 

Wiſely think the young and gay. 

But the tenants of a day. 


SONG XXXVI. 
The LILLY df theVALE, 
Sung by Mr. Hudſon at Rane] 280, | 


So elegantly fair, 


Whole 


hole 


E 


| Whole ſweets perſume the fanning pale 


To Chloe I compare : 


What though on earth it lowly grows, 


And ftrives its head to hide ; 


It ſweetreſs far outvies the Roſe, 


That flaunts with ſo much pride. 


The coſtly tulip owes its hue | 
To many a gaudy ſtain; 

In this we view the virgin white 
Of innocence re main: 

See how the curious floriſt's hand, 
Uprears its humbl-: head; 

And to preſerve the charming flow'r, 
Traniplancs it to his bed, 


There while it ſheds its ſweets f ; 
How ſhines each modeſt grace; 
Enraptur'd how its owner itands, 
To view its lovely face: 
But pray my Chloe, now obſerve. 
The inference of my tale; 


May I the floriſt be—and thou 


T [he Lilly of the Vale. 
SONG XXXVII. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall. 
Set by M r. W organ, Fe 
E fiir who ſhine thro” Britain“ s iſle, 
And triumph o' er th: hart; 3 


For once attentive be a while 
To whay I now impart. 


D 9 | 
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Would you obtain the youth you love, 
The precepts of a friend ap: «ve, 
And learn the way to keep kim. 


As ſoon as nature had Cecreed 
The bloom of eighteen years, 
And Iſabel from ſchool is freed, 
| Then beauty's force appears; 
The youtbful blood begins to flow, 
She hopes for man, and longs to know 
The ſureſt way to keep him. 


When firſt the pleaſing pain is feit 
Within the lovers breaſt; 
And you by ſtrange perſuaſion melt, 
Each wiſhing to be bleſt; | 
Be not too bold nor yet too coy, 
With prudeuce lure the happy boy, 
And that's the way to keep him, 


At court, at ball, at park or play 
| Aſſume a modeſt pride; 
And, leſt your tongue your mind betray, 
In fewer words confide. 
The maid who thioks to gain a mate 
By giddy chat, will find too lace, 
That's not the way to keep him. 


In drefling ne'er the hours kill, 
That bane to all th: lex; þ 
Nor let the arts of dear Spadille, 
Your innocencz petplex. 
Be always decent as a bride ; | 
By virtuous rules your reaſon guide, 


: For that's the way d keep him. TEN, 


But 


But | 


SW I 


Bat when the nuptial knot is faſt, 
And both its bleſſings ſhare, 
To make thoſe joys for ever laſt, 
Of jealouſy þeware ; 
His love with kind compliance meet : 


Let conſtancy the work co.npleat, 


And you'll b. ſure to keep him. 
SONG XXXVIII. 
ANACREON on FHimſelf. 


| W HEN I drain the roſy bowl, 


Joy exhi mates my ſoul; 
To th nine I raiſe my ſong. 
Ever fair and ever young: | 
When full cups my cares «uſpc], 
Sober coun.il then farewell; 
Let thay winus, that murmur, ſweep 
All mF*iorrows to the deep. 


When 1 drink dull time away, 


Jolly Bacchus, ever gay, 
Leads me to delighiful bowers, 
Full ef fregrance, full of flowers; 


When | quaff the ſparkling Wine, 


And my locks with roſes t wine. 


Then I praiſe life's rural ſcene, 
Seer ſequeſter d and ſerene. 


When I drink the bowl profounjd. 
Richeſt fragrance flowing round, 

And ſome lovely ny mph detain, 

Venus then inſpires the traia ; 


| -  Gameſome with the young and gay. 
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When from goblets deep and wide 
I exhauſt the gen'rous tide, | 
All my ſoul unbends—I play 


SON G XXXIX. 
The INCONSTANT. 
Sung by Mr. Phillips, at Marybone Gardens, 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


OUNG Damon, with ſeducing art, 
His well-feigned paſhon pleads ; 
Bids Sylvia take its conſtant heart, 

She loves, and he ſucceeds : 
Yet he her kiſs-imprinted lips 

Forſ-kes within the hour, 
And apes the roving be-, that ſips 

The ſwects of ev'ry flow'r. 


New objects now attract his eyes, 
Subdu'd by other charms ; 

While happy Sylvia vainly tries, 

To lure him to her arms. | 
Of this, ye blooming fair, be ſure, . 
If virtue once gives way, | | \ 
| The heart you think you hold ſecure, | 
No longer owns your ſwav. | 


SONG 
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$0ONG x.. 
De ATTIC FIBRE. 


WHEN all the tz fre was fl. 4 
W os all the Romang virtue dead * 

Poor freedom loſt her ſeat; 
| The Gothic mantie ſpread a night, 
That damp'd fair virtues ſadiug lights | 
The muſes laſt their mate. 


Where ſhould they wander, what new ſhore 
Has yet a laurel left in fore Þ 
To this bleſt iſle they tees 3 ; 
Soon the Parnaſkan choig was ll 
| Soon virtue's ſacred form appear d, 
And freedom ſoon was Here. 


The lazy nk has left biz cell, 


Religion rings her hallowed bell, 
| She calls thee now.by me: 


Hark her ſweet voice all plaintive ſounds, 


See, ſhe receives a thouſand wounds 
If ſhielded not by th. e. 


SONG XII. 
To 8 TVI 
By David Garrick, Ef f 


F trath can fix thy wav'ring heart, 
Let Damon urge bis claim: 


He 
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He feels the paſſion void of ar-, 
The pure the conſtant flame. 


Tho' fighing ſwains their torm eats tell, 


Their ſenſual love contemn; _ 
They only prize the bcauteous ſhell: 
But ſlight the inward gem. 


Poſſi Ion cures the woun-ed heart, 
Deſtroys the tranſient fire; 


But when the mind receives the dart, 8 


Enjoy ment whets deſire. 


By age your beauty will decay, 

our mid improves with years; 
As when the bloſſoms fade away, 
The rip'ning fruit appeats, 


May Heay'n and Sylvia grant my ſuit, 
And bleſs the future hour, 
That Damon, who can ta te the fruit, 
May gather ev'ry flew'r 


SONG XII. 


ASK if yon damaſk roſe be ſweet, 

| Tat ſcents the abien: air. 
Then aſk each ſhepherd that you meet 
If dea: Sufanna's fair. 1 


Say will the vu'ture quit his prey, 
| And warble thro' th- g ove ? 
Bid wanton linners q it the ſpray; 
Then doubt thy ſhepherd's love, 


Ne 
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The ſpoils of war let heres ſhare, 
Let pride in ſplendor ſhine, 


Ve bards unenvied laurels wear; 
| Be fair Suſanna mine. 


( SONG XLIIL _ 
DAN ON 2 FLORELLA 


- Sw 


ua anos — — 1 cates Dies . 
1 


— — = 


Sung? in Harleqi in Sorcerer. 
H R 


| (sT my bye thinz eyes around, 
2 See ihe ſoortive lambkins play ; ; 
Nature gaily d cks the ground; 
All in honour of the May. 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
| Liſten to the voice of love. | 


S H E 


Damon, tho1haft found me bans, 
Liſtning to thy ſoothing tale, 
And thy ſoft perſuaſive ſong 
„ Oft has held me in the dale; 
Take, oh! Damon, while I liv, 
All which virtue ought to give, 


Not the verdure of the grove, > 
Nat the Garden's faireſt flower, = 

Not the meads where lovers rove, | 

| Tempted by the veraal hours, 

The PO Bs Is 
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Can delight thy Sp eye, 
If Florella is not by. | 


SS 


Not the water's Ss — 
By the banks with po crown'dz 

Not the fende d ſongſters E al. 

NDNor the flutes melodious ſound, | 

Can delight Floreſla's ear, | 

If her Damon i is not near. 


B 0 T H 


Let us love, and et us ke | 
Like the chearful ſeafon gay, 

Baniſh care, and let us give 
Tribute to the fragant May; 

Like the ſparrow ard — dove, 

| Lilten to the voice of love. 


SONG XLIV. 
STREPHON of the H1L b. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


© ET others Damon's Praiſe rehearſe, 
| Or Colin's at their will; 

I mean to ſing in ruſtic mak 

| Young Strephon of the hill. 


As once I ſat beneath a made, 
Beſide a purling rill; 


Le 


* 
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Who ſhou'd my ſolitude invade, 
© But Strephon of the hill. 


He tapt my ſhou'd:r, inatch'd a kiſs, 
I cou'd not take it ill ; 

or nothing, ſure, is done amiſs 

Buy Strephon of the hill ? 


Conſent, O lovely maid! he cry'd, 

Nor aim thy ſwain to kill: 

} Conſent this day to be the bride 
Of Strephon of the hill. 


Obſerve the doves on yonder ſpray, 
See how they fit and bill; 

So ſweet your time ſhall paſg away 

With Strephon of the hill. 


We went to church with hearty glee, 
O love propitious ſtill! 3 
May ev'ry nymph be bleſt, like me, 
With Strephon of the hill. 
= SONG XLW 


The Words by Gay. 


| AL in the Downs, the fleet was moor'd, 
| The ſtreamers wavise in the wind, 
I When black ey'd Suſan came on board, 5 
4 On! where ſhall I my true love find? 4. 
| Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 
my ſweet William fails among your crew ? 
0 \ 


— E 3 William 


—— * 


{ 
' 


— 2 — — 


| Wakes in my foul ſome c 


(. $0 J 


William was high upon the yard, 
Rock'd by ho dillows to and fre; 
Soon as her well known voice he heard, 
He ſigh'd and caſt his eyes below; 
The cord flies ſwiftly thro' his glowing hands, 
And quick as light'ning on the deck he ſtands, 


So the ſweet lark, high-pois'd in air, 


Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear, 
le drops at once into her neſt. 


* 


The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet 


Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet. 


O Suſan! Suſan! lovely dear! 
My vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me wipe off that falling tear ; 
| Weonly part to meet again» 
Change as ye lift, ye winds, my heart ſha'l be 
The faithful compaſs that ftill points to thee. 


Believe not what the landmen ſay, 


Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; 


They'll tel! the?, ſailors, when away, 
In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find: x 
Yes, Yes, b:leive them when they tell thee ſo, 


For thou art preſent whereſoe'r I go. 


If to fair India's Coaſt we ſail, 1 
Thine eyes are ſeen in di'monds bright; 
Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale ; 
Thy ſkin is iv'ry ſo white: | 
Thus ev'ry beauteous _ tha: I view 1 
m of lovely Sue. 


Tho 


F 
Tho' battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn: 
Tho' Cannons roar, yet ſafe from arms 
William ſhall to his dear return: 
| Love's turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
„ Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
1 The fails their ſwelling boſoms ſpread, 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board; 
They kiſs'd, ſhe ſy'd, he hung his head: 
Her leſs' ning boat unwilling rows to land; 
Adieu! ſhe cry d, and wav d her lilly hand. 


SONG XLVI. 
Set by D-. Arne. 


OW blithe was I each mbrn to ſee \ 
II My {wain come ober the hill ! : 

He leap'd the brook, and fl-w to me; | 7 

I met him with good wills 5 

I neither wanted ewe, nor lamb. 
When his flocks near me lay; ; 

He gather'd in my ſheep at night, N 

And chear'd me all the dy. 2 


nd; 


Oh! the broom, the bonny broom, S 
Where loſt was my repoſe ; | | 
I wiſh I was with my dear ſwain, 
With his pipe and my ewes. 
lle tur'dh's pipe and Reed fo ſwect, 
The birds ſtood liſt'ning by; | 
The fleecy flock ſtood ſtill and gaz'd, „ 
e E 2 Charm'd © 


Tho 


n 


Chany'd with his melody z 
While thus we ſpent our time, by turns, 
Betwixt our flock's and play, 
I envy'd not the faireſt dame, 
Tho' e'r ſo rich and gay. 
Ohl! the broom, &c. 


He did oblige me (v'ry hour; 
Cou'd I but faithful be: 
He ſtole my heart; cou'd I reſuſe, 
Whate' er he aſk'd of me? | 
Hard fate! that I muſt baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 
Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt ſwain, 
Thatever yet was born. 


Oh! the broom, tte bonny broom, 


Where loit was my repoſe ; 
I wiſh I was with my dear ſwain, 
With his pipe and my ewes. 
85s ON G XLVII. 
HO f. 
n 
Set by Mr. Arne. 


Y banks are 2ll ſurniſh'd with bees, 


My grottoes are ſhaded with trees. 
And my hills are wii e over with ſheep ; 


Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep; # 


I ſele 
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I ſeldom have met with a loſs, | 
Such healta do my fountains beſtow 3 
| My fouutains all border'd wich moſs, 
W here the huir bells and violets grow. 
Where the hair bells and violets grow. 


I have found out a giſt for my fair, 
I have fo nd wher. the wood pizeon breed; 
But let me tha plunder forbear, 
She'l! ay *twas a barbarous deed ; 
For it ner coud b tu, ſhe averr'd, 
Who cc uld -»b a poor bird of its young; 
And I lov'd her the moor when I heard 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue, 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue, 


But where does my Phillida ſtray? 
And where are her grotsWnd her bow'rs ? 
Are the grove: and the valleys as gay, 
Ang:! the ſhepherds as ours? 
The g.oves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the face of the valleys as fine ; 
The ſwains may in manner compare, 
1 But their love is not equal to mine, 
But their love is not equal to mine. 


WHEN the trees are all bare not a leaf to be ſeen, 
| And the meadows their beauties have loſt; 
| Whea all nature diſrob'd of her mintle of gre-n, 

And the ſtreams are faſt bound with the f. ot; 


I 3 When 


: 
, N * 
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When the peaſant, inactive, RanZts ſhiv? ring with 
cold, 

As bleak tte wird nortbly blow, 

And the innocent ſlock runs for ſheiter to fo'd, 

Wi u their fie-ces all caver'd with ſnow. 


In FR vard when the cattle are foeder'd with ſtraw,. 

And ſend forth a breath like a ſteam ; ; 

When the neut locking Cairy maid ſces ſhe muſt 
thaw _ 

Flakes of ice which ſh2 finds on her cream. 


When the Biythe country laß, as freſh as a roſe, 
As ſhe care eſly trips, often ſlides; 

And the ruſtick laughs aloud, it in falling ſhe ſhews 
Theſe charms which her modeſty hides. 


In a crowd round the embers they ſat, 
Talk cf Witches and Fati.s that ride on the wind, 
Asad of ghotts till they are all in a {weat ; 


When the birds to the birn-coor come hov'ring for 
faod, 

Or ſilently fit on the (pray 3 ; 

Or the poor timid hare, in vain ſee ks the wood, 

For faithleſs her footſt-ps betray, 


Heavens grant in that ſeaſon it may be my lot, 
With the girl that I love and admire, 
W hea the ificles hang to the eve of my cot, 

] may thither in ſafety retire ; 


— _ 


When the lads and the lafl:s for company jo d, | 


When 


th 


Wy, 


uſt 


Vhen 


JN AR ſweeter than the hawthorn bloom, 


Much faiter than the Lilly blows, 
More lovely than the bluſhing rcſe 


A fix d heart more tra: o love 
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When in nzatne!s and quiet, and free from ſurprize, 


We may live in each other ſecure, 


Nor feel any tutbulent paſſions ariſe, | 
But thoſe which each other can cure, 


SONG ALIX. 
Sung by Mr. H :cfon at Ranelagh. 


Whoſe fragranc:: ſh ds a rich perfume, 
And all the meadows fil! ; | 


Is Patty of the mill. 


The neighbouring fwains her beauty fir'd; 
With wonder ſtruck they all admir'd, 
And prai d her from the hill; * 
Each ſtrove with all his ruſtic art 5 
To ſhoth and charm the honeſt heart 
Of Patty of the mill. 


But vain where all attempts to move 


Than turtles when they bill. 
A chearful ſoul, a pleaſing grace, 
And ſweet content (miles in the face. 
Of Patty of the mill. 


The good a friend in furtune find, 
Exhalts the honeſt virtuous mind, 
And guards it from all ill. 
Ye fair, forever conſtant prove, 
Ke : vcr kind—be true to love, | | 
Like Patty of the mill. SONG 


CJ 


SONG LI. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


W HEN forc'd rom dear Hebe to go, 
W hat anguiſh I felt at my heart! 
And thought, but it might not be ſo. 
1 She was ſorry to ſee me depart. 
Che caſt ſuch a languiſhing view, 
Muy path I cou'd ſcarcely diſcern ; 
Aud ſo ſweetiy ſhe bid me adieu, 
I thought ſhe had bid me return. 


Methinks ſhe might like to retire 


For whate'er I heard her admire, 

I hatied and planted it there. 

Her voice ſuch a pleaſure convey, 

S800 moch I her accents adore, 
Let her ſpeak, and whatever ſhe ſays, 


And now e'er I haſte to the plain, 
F could lay down my life for the ſwain, 


Nor on him let Hebe once frown, 
Tho' I cannot allow her to ſmile. 


If to ſee when my charmer goes by, 
Some hermit peep out of his cell. 
How he thinks of his youth with a hgh! 


The Words by Mr. Shenſtone, 


To the grove I had labour'd to rare; 


1'm fure fill to love her the more. 


Come, ſhepherds, and tell of your ways; 


Who would ſing me a ſong in her praiſe. 
While he ſings, may tie maius of the town 
Come flocking and liſten the while; 


How 


On him ſhe may ſmile if ſhe pleaſe, 


HO bleſt bas my time been ! what days have 
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How fondly he wiſh s her well! 


It will warm the cool boſom of age; 
Yet ceaſe, gentle Hebe, O ceaſe, | 
Such ſoftneſs will ruin the ſage. 


I've ſtole from no flowerets that grow, | 
To deck the dear charms I approve, 

For what cana bloſſom beſtow, 
So ſweet, fo delightful as love? 


1 fing in a ruſtical Way, 


A ſhepherd, and one of the throng; 
Yet Hebe approves of my lay: 
Go, poets, and envy my ſong, 
8 ONO I. 
Set by Mr. Boyer, 


The Words by Mr. Moore. 


I known . | | 
Since wedlock's ſoft bondage made jeſſey my own! 
So joyful my heart is, ſo eaſy my chain, 
That freedom is tatteleſs and roving a pain, 
Tnat freedom is tiſteleſs and roving a pain. 


Thro' walks grown with woodbines as often we ſtray, 
Around us our boys and girls frolick and pla-; 


How pleaſing the ſport is the wanton ones ſee, 


And borrow their looks from my Jeſſy and me, 


And borraw, &c. 
To 
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To try her ſwest temper oft times I am ſeen 

In revels ail day wich the nyn p1s of thegre n; 
Tho' painfu' my ab cen e, my doobts ſhe beguils, 
And meets me at night with compliance and ſmiles. 
And meet-, &c. 


What tho' on ber cheeks the roſe loſes its hue, | 
Hereaſe and good humour b com all tax year through. 
Time {t:1], as he flies, dds increa:e to her truth, 
Ard xives to her mirdwhat ſhe ſtea.s from hor youth. 
And glves, &c. | | 


Ye ſheperds ſo gay, who make love to ininzre, 
And cheat wirh ſalſe vows the two credulous fair: 
In ſearch of true pleaſure, how vainly you roam! 
Ho hold it for life you muſt find it at home ; 
To hold it for liſe you muſt find it at home. 


SONG III. 


Sung by Mr. Lowe, Mrs, Vincent, Mi Ccllet, and 
MiG Davi, a Muybone Greens. 


ou y. pi:ty jang ing ſwains, 
Leave your flock, aud quit tae plai 1s; 
Friend to cou. t y. or to court, 


Notuing he. e ſnall ipoil your ſpor t. 
CHoORUs. 


Ever vel eme to our ferft, 
Welcome cv'ry fnily gueſt. 


MI. 


20 


NE 


At 


©. 09 3 
Mr. Lows. 


Sprightly widows, come away; 
Laughing dames, and virgins gay; 
—_ Little gaudy flutt'ring miſſes, 

|, (Smiling hopes of future bliſſes.) 

| Ever welcome, &c. 


Mess. CoLLETT. 


All the rip'ning ſun can bring, 

| Beauteous ſummer, beauteous ſfring, 

In one varying ſcene we ſhow, 

The green, the ripe, the bad, the blow. 
Ever welcome, &c. 


Miſs Davis. 


Comus jeſting, muſic charming, 
Wine inſpiring, beauty warming; 
nd Rage with party-malice dies, 
Peace re: urns, and diſcord flies. 

q 


Ever welcome to our feaſt, 
Welcome ev'ry friendly gueſt, 


SONG LIII. 


A favourite Song. Set by Mr. Barthelemon, and 
| ſung by Mrs. Weichſell, at Vauxhall. 


N ENTLE Damon ceaſe to woo me, 
Tis in vain you thus purſue me, 

Mir, | Sighs5 and tears cannot ſubdue me, 
Nor can change my conſtant beart. 


Young 


3 


Young Phila nder's gen'rous paſſion 

Taught me firſt ſoft inclination ; 
Never ſhall your fly perſuaſion 

Make me act a treacherous part. 
Gentle Damon, ceaſe, &c. 


| Ceaſe, O ceaſ*, then thiscomplaining, 

{ Such perfidious arts aiſdaining ; 

Let bright honour, once more reigning. 
To your ſoul its rays impart, 
Gentle Damon ceaſe, &c, 


SONG LIV. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


TJ USH, ye birds, your amourous tales, 
Purling rills in filence move! 

Soft breathe, ye gentle Gales, 
Leſt ye wake my ſlumb'ring love. 


O the joy beyond expreſſion, 
That inchanting form to own | 
Then to hear the ſoft cor f ſſion 


That her heart is mine alone. 
Set by Mr. Howard 


T ſeꝛting day and riſing morn, 
A With foul that till tal love thee, 
TIll aſk of heaven thy fafe return, 
With all that can improve thee ; 
T11 vifit oft the birken buſh, 


Where 
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Where firſt you kindly told me 
Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 
Whilſt round thou didſt enfold me. 


To all our haunts thou didſt repair, 
By green-wood ſhade, or fountain, 


Or where the ſummer's day I'd ſhare ; 


With you upon the mountain: 
There will I $11 the trees and flowers, 
With thoughts nnfeign'd and tender, 
By vows you're mine, my love is your's 
My heart which cannot wander. 


SONG LVI. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe. 


F AIR Hebe I left with a cautious de ſign 

To eſcape from her charms, and to drown them 
in wine; 

I try'd it, but found when I came to 4 

The wine in my head, and ſtill love in my heart. 


I repair d to my reaſon, intreated her ad 


Who paus'd on my caſe, and each circumſtance. 
weighed, 
Then gravely pronounc'd, in return to my pray'r r. | 


That Hebe was faireſt of all that was fair. 


That's a truth, reply'd. I've no need to be taught. 
J came for your counſel to find out a fault. 
If chat's all, quoth reaſon, return as you came, 


To find fault with Hebe, would forſeit my name. 


What 
9 f 
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bing vein ? 


What hopes then, alas.! of relief from my pain, 
_ While like light ning ſhe darts through each throb- 


My ſ-nſes ſurpriz'd in her favour took arms, 
And reaſon confirms me a ſlave to her charms. 


SONG LVIL 
The modeſt Queſtion. 


8 AN love be controul'd by advice? 
Can madneſs and realon agree? 

O Moliy ! who'd ever be wife, 
If madneſs is loving of thee : 

Let dull ſages pretend to deſpiſe, 

The joys they want fpirits to taſte ; 
Let me ſeize on old time as he flies, 
And the bleſſings of life while they Taft. 


Dull wiſdom but adds to our cares, 
Briſk love will improve ev'ry joy; 
Too ſoon we may meet with grey hairs, 
Too late may repent being coy, 


Then, Molly, for what ſhould we ſtay, 


Till our beſt blood begins to run cold! 
Our youth we can have but to day, 


We may always find time to grow old. 


SONG 


tad tl 
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A SONG LVIII. 
In ELIZA, 
. | Set by Dr. Arne. 
M Y fond ſhepherd: of late were fo bleſt, 
Their fair nymphs were fo "apPy and gay; 
That each night they went fafely to reit. 
And they merrily ſung through the day: 
But, ah ? what a 'cene muſt a EE: 
3 Muſt the ſwert rural pal imes be r; 
Shall the tabot, the tabor, no more ſtrike the ear, 
Shall the dance on the green be no more. 


Muſt the flocks from their paſlures be led, 
Mult the herds go wild ſtraying abroad 
Shall the looms be ail fopp'd in each ſh d, 
And the ſhips be all moor'd in each road: 
Muſt the arts be all foatter'd around, | 
And ſhall commerce grow ſick of her tide ; 
Muſt religion, religion, expire on the grouad, 
And ſhall virtue flak down by her fide. 


SONG Lx. 
Sung in CO M Us. 
OULD you tafte the noon-tidv/air, 
To yon fragrant bow'r repair, 
Where woven with the pop'ar bough, 


The m: ntling vine will ſhelter you. 
Th: ment 1g vine will ſhelter you. 


3 | F 2 Donn 
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Down each kde a fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murmurirg, as it gocs, 
Lightly o'er-the moſly ground, 
Lightly o'er the moſly ground, 
Sultry Phœbus ſcorching round, 
Sultry Phoebus ſeorching round. 


Round the languid herds, and ſheep, 
Stretch'd o'er ſunny hillocks, ſleep; 
While on the Hyacynth and Roſe, 

The fair does all alone repo ; 

The fair does all alone repoſe ; 

All alone: yet in her arms 5 
Yaur breaſt ſhall beat to love's alarms, 


Till, bleſt and bleſſing, you ſhall own, 


The joys of love are joys alone; . 
The joy: of love are joys along, 


SONG IX. 
Set by D.. Arng - 


S URE Sally is the lovie la, 
That ever gave ſhepherd glee; . 
Not May-day in its morning dref., 
J | To 
Let Poet's paint their Paphian queen, 

And fancy'd forms adores _ 

Ye bards! had you my Sally ſ-en, 

You'd think on thoſe no more. 


No more you'd prate cf Hybla's hills, - | 


Where bees their honey ſipß . 


Did you but know the ſweets that dwell, 


On Saliy's Jove-taught bp; 


But 


CW) 
But oh! take heed ye tuneſul ſwains ! 
The bright temptation ſhyn i. 
Or elſe like me, you'll wear her chains, 
Like me y' þe yadove ! 


Once in my cot ſecure I flept, 
£4 And lark-like haii'd the morn ; 
Mo e ſportive than the kid | Rep 
| I wanton'd o'er the lawn : 1 
Ise ev''y maid laye-joles I told. 
| And did my truth aver; 
Yet cer the parting kifs was cold. 
I laugh'd at lone and hep. 


But now the glaomy grove I ſesk. 
Where love-lorn ſhepherds ſtray; 
There (0 the winds my grief I {peaks 
And ſigh my ful ay 3 
Nought but diſpair my fapgy pain 
No dawn gf hope | ſeg; 


Bot Sally's Piet d at my complaints, 
1 And laughs at love and me. 


| Since theſe my poar negl dd lawhe, 
do late my only cars + 8 
Have loſt their tender feen dams, 
| And fray's | kram not wheres, 
5 Alas! my ewes ! in vain you bleat, 
My lambkins laſt; adieu! 25 
No more we on the plain ſhall meek, 
You've loſt your ſhapherd tog. 


* 


N 
| 
' 
| 
' 
| 
| 
' 


* 4 


ut 
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SONG IXI 


THROUGH the WO ODLAD DIE. 


Sung by Mrs, Arne, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Michael Arne. 


SANDY, why leav'it thou thy Netly is. 


mourn, 
Thy preſence could eafe me, 
When naithing can pleaſe me! 
Now dowie | ſigh on the banks of che bourn, 
Or thcough the wood ladd.e, until thou return. 


Tho woods now are bonny and mornings are clear, 
While l'av'rocks are ſinging, 
And primroſes ſpringing, 
Vet nane of them pleaſes mine eye or mine ear, 
Wben through the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear. 


That I 2m forſaken me frare not to tell, 
Ta fh d wi' their ſcorning, 
HhHaaith ev'ning and morning, 5 
Their jeering goes aft to my h art wi' a knell, 


When * — che WO. d, laddie, { wander my. | 


Then tay my dear Sandy no longer aways 
But quick as an arrow; 
Hate hence to thy martow, 
Who's living in languor till that happy day, 
When thro gh the wood, * 
and play. 


SONG 


ell _ fing, B 


ear. 


ing, 


NG 


W 


If « once they were ſoltenes with ſees and with love. 


While I with a ſmile can each ſhepherd ſubdue, 


Vet generous pity, the dar:ing of heav'n; 
Vet generous, &c. 


8 
SONG LXII. 
DAMON and 3 A Danes 


Set by D. Arne. 
H- E 


TN EAR Sylvia, no longty n my raffion de ſpiſe, 
D Nor arm thus with terror thoſe beautifu! e - 
Nor arm thus, &c. 55 
They become i ot diſdains, dat moſt charming would 
prove, 


8 RF 
O Damon, | mali not be ſoſten'd by yous 
O Damon, Ke. 
1 K 
Tho' pow'r, my dear, be to deities giv'n, 
Oh then be that pity extend: d to me. 


Pil kneel and acknowledge no geddeſs but t Liees | 
TIl kne:1, &c. | 


8 H E 


Suppoſ: to your ſuit 1 ſhould liſten awhiſe, 
only for pity's leke grant ya len 
20 95 1. &<, H 


—— 


(W3 
H E 


Nay, ſtop nat at that, but your kindneſs i , 
Aud let gentle pity be IA 'd to m_ 


Aud let, &c. 


S H E 


Well then, faithfu] ſwain Fu examine m bj 1 
Ind ifijc be pafſhle, 869% 9903 Þ part. : uh 


And if, &c. 
1 E. 


Now che tos like yourſelf, like an angel expreſ d 
For grant me but part, an Iii foon ſteal the relb, 
For grant, &, 


10 


Take beed ye fair maids, and with caution 3 
For love's an intruder and apt to deceive. 


For love's an intruder and apt to d ceive. 


When once che leait part the ſly urckip has gain'd 
You'll ne'r be at caſe till the whole js ohtsig d. 


SON G LXIII. 
Sung by Mii Dawſon at the Grottg Gardens, 
Set Mr. Bates. 
M father and motf er ſorrvgr they cþige, 


Becgu's | young Colin approve, | 
Tho witty and manly they can't him abide, 


Bat 


eve, 


That thought I will baniſh, lay fiſty to ten, 


( 69 ) 


But I'm alone guided by love. 


My father, I warrant when at Colin's age, 


No doubt but purfued the ſame plan; 
My mother, tis certain, took care to engage, 
At once to make ſure of her man. 


And why ſhould not I the maxim purſue, 


[ wonder ſhe angry ſhould be, 
When Jin my turn the ſame thing but do, 
As ſhe has long done before me. 


I candily own, hene er the youth's by « 


I've all I can wiſh in my view; 
Nor will I, like other coy maids, piſh and fye, | 
The duce ſhill take me ly do. : 


| Cool ſtreams to the beart, nor flow'rs to the bee, 


Such plt aſure they each cannot gain, 
As Colin's lov'd preſence is always to me, 
For ſure he's the pride of the plain. 


And though he ſhould ſhow all the arts of his cs, 


Or faithleſs as other: might prove, 


It would not my mind by half ſo perp'ex, 


But knowing none eiſe worth my love. 


The licence he ſoon will proc ire; 


1 


* 


7 


Perhaps you will ſay well, and prithee what then, 


I wed him, * dear, to be aus. 


My lovers rails no red' ning ſhame, 


To one alone Id vot be gay, 


Tkey only catch mine eye and car, 


$03 


SONG LIV. Then 

The LITTLE COQUETFTEFE. "= 

Song by Miſs Jameſon, at Vauxhall, 5 "= 

HO! fill ſo young and ſcarce ſifceen, 
ret {weerhearts I have plenty 


And if more forward I bad been, 1 
1 Oo this Ay + bad _— _ * | 

ike buzzing flies, er waſps w 

In ſwarms they hover round me; ! V 
I bruſh away thoſe hummipg things ; 4 

They have no over to wound me. 


I ſurely am not much to ame | 
To ſport with oneapd Yothes, 


"Tis phiyiog with one's brother. 
I like to hear Nhat ench das ſay, 
To lee what they d be doing. 
And when they think wo moſt their prey, 


I'm fartheſt off wy ruin. 


What though i ig crowds l paſs the day, 
Ard al my joy is teazzng 3 


L:ſt one ſhould be too j leaſing: 
They fondly flutter here and there, 
And take each idle ftation:; 


But rai e no lep mdog. 


* 


Then welcome Harry, Tom, and Phill, 
Your numbers wont alarm me, 
EK. Then to this jolly nymph be kind, 
Coquetting's but a ſeaſon; 
, When older grown, to one reſigned, 
| I'll yield to love and reaſon. 


SONG LXV. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
VALENTINE's DAY. 


W HEN bluſhes dy'd the cheek of morn, 
And dew drops gliſten d on the thorn ; 
| When ſkylarks tun d their carrols ſweet, 
I Io hail the God of light and heat: 1 
Philander from his downy bed, 
Io fair Liſetta's chamber ſped ; 
Crying — Awake, ſweet love of mine, 
I Tm come to be thy Val:ntine, 


x" Soft love that balmy ſleep dene, 
Had long unveil'd her brilliant eyes; 
Which (that a kifs ſhe might obtain) 
She artfully had clos\d:again-: 
He ſunk thus caught in beauty's trap, 
Like Phœbus into Thetis' lap: 
And near forgot that his defrgn 
Was but to be her Valentine. 


4 She ſtarting cryd— I am undone; by | 
{ Philander, charming youth begone? (4 
For this time, to your vow, fincere | 

virtue, not your love appear : 


TE | 


No fleep has clo#d his watchful eyes, | To 
(Forgive ihe ſimple fond diſguiſe) | Am 
To gen'rous thoughts your heart incline, | Ado 
And be my faithful Valentine. | on 
The brutal paſſion ſudden fled, — . J Toll 
Fair honour govern'd in its ſtead; 1 
| And both agreed, e'cr ſetting ſan, C — Il 
I 0o join two virtuous hearts in one; | | To a 
I beir beauteous offspring ſoon did prove, 11 o 
The ſweet effects of mutual love: | Pry 
And from that hour to life's decline, 1 Liſte: 
| She bleſs'd the day of Valentine. Rp 1 
VPV 
The 8 HE PHERD ESS. r 
r Oh! 1 
| | 1 : Set by Dr. fun 3 
ö SEEK my ſhepherd gone aſtray, 2 
| He left our cot the other day ; | 
Tell me, ye gentle. nymphs and ſwains, — - 


| Paſ.'d the dear rebel through your plains; 
| Oh ! whither, whither muſt I roam, 
To find and charm the wand'rer home. 


Sports he upon the ſhaven Green, 
Or joys he in the mountain icene ; 
| Leads he his flocks along the mead, 
[ Or does he ſeek the cooler ſhade ? 
1 Oh ! teach a wretched nymph the way, 
i To find her lover gone aſtray, 


— 
r . ůU— ra 


* 
9 


8 


T2 3) 


Jo paint, ye maids, my truant ſwain, 
A manly ſoftneſs crowns his mein; 
Adonis was not half ſo fair, | 
And when he talks, tis heav'n to hear. 
But oh! the ſoothing poiſon ſhun, 
To liſten is to be undone. | 


He'll ſwear no time ſhall quench his flame, 

To me the perjured ſwore the ſame : | 

Too fondly loving to be wile, 

I gave my heart an eaſy prize; 

And when he tun'd his Syren voice, 
Liſten'd, and was undone by choice. 


But ſated now he ſhuns the kiſs, 
He counted once his greateſt bliſs ; 
Whilſt I with fiercer paſſions burn, 
And pant and die for his return: 
Oh! whither, whither ſhall I rave, 
Again to find my ſtraying love. 


SONG LXVII. 
+ Gramactree MOLLY. 
Fung by Mrs. Wrighten, at Drury-Lane Theatre. 
8 down on Banna's banks Iſtray d, 


A One ev'ning in May, 
The little birds in blytheſt notes, 
Made vocal ev'ry ſpray ; 
They ſung their little tales of love, 
They ſung them o'er and o'er, 
Ah Gramachree, ma Cholle! 
To q Ma Molly aſhtore, 


(--74 3 


The daiſy pied, and all the Sweets, 
The dawn of nature yields, 
The primroſe pale, the vi let blue, 
Lay ſcatter d o'er the field; 
Such fragrance in the boſom lyes, 
Of her whom I adore, 
Ah Gramachree, &c. 


J laid me down upon a bank, 
Bewailing my fad fate, 

That doom'd me thus the ſlave of love, 

And cruel Molly's hate; 

How can ſhe break ye honeſt heart, 
That wears her in its core, 

Ah Gramachree, &c. 


Yo ſaid you lov'd me Molly dear, 
Ah! why did I belicve, 
Vet who could think ſuch tender words, 
Were meant but to deceive, 
That love was all I aſk on earth, 
Nay heaven could give no more, 
Ah Gramachree, &c. 


O had I all the flocks that, 
Graze on yonder yellow hill, 
Or low'd for me the num'rous herds 
That yon preen paſture fill; 
With her I love I'd gladly ſhare, 
My kine and fleecy ſtore, 
Ah Gramachree, &c. 


Two turtle doves above my head, 
+ Sat courting on a bough, 
I enyied them their happineſs, 


Oer high lands and low lands and 


( 75 ) 
To fee them bill and coo ; 
Such fondneſs onee for me ſhewed, 
But now alaſs ! tis o'er, 
Ah Gramachreę, &r. 


Then fart thee well my Molly dear, 


Thy bo I cer fhat! mourn, 
Whiltt life remains in Strephon's heart, 
"Twill beat for thee alone; 
Tho? thou art falſe, may heav'n on thee, 
Its choiceſt bleſſings pour. : 
Ah Gramachree, &c. 


SONG LVIIL Y 
| A New Hunting Song, called 
| The death of the HARE: 
HE morning is charming all nature looks 
Away my brave toys eo your horſes away, 


For the prime of our humour in queſt of the hare, 
We have not ſo much as a moment to (pare, 


Hark the lively ton'd horn how melodious it ſounds 


To the muſical tone of the merry mouth d hounnds 


io. lands we fly 
Our horſes full fp:ed and out hoùddhd in full cry, 
So match'd in hs mouths and ſo ſwiftly they run, 
Like the train of the ſphere and the race of the ſun, 
Health, joy and felicity dance on our grounds, 

And bleſs the gay * of hunters an boands. 


G 2 


The 
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Ihe old hounds puſh forward, a very ſure ſign, 
That the hare tho? a ſtout one begins to decline, 
A chaſe of two hours or more ſhe has led, 


She's down, look about you they have her, ſhe's | 
dead 


, 
How g1..i0us a death to be honour'd with ſounds 
Of horns, and a ſhout to the chorus of he unds. 


SONG LXIX. 
The FOX HUNTERS. 
OME rouze brother ſportſmen the hunters all 


cry, | 
We have got a ſtrong ſcent and a favourite ſky, 


The hounds ſprightly notes, and the larks early | 


ng, 
We'll chide the dull ſportſman for ſleeping ſo long. 


Bright Phœbus has ſhewn us the glimpſe of his face, | 


Peep'd in at our windows and call'd to the chace, 
He foon will be up for his dawn wears away, 


= And makes the fields bluſh with the beams of his | 


TaVe 


Sweet Polly may teaze you pt rhaps to lie down, 
And if you refuſe her perhaps ſhe may frown, 

But tell her fwget love muſt to hunting give place, 
For as well 4. charms, there are charms in chace. 


Look yonder, look yonder, old Reynard I ſpy. 


At his bruſh nimbly follows, briſk chanter and fly, | 


Thy fieze on their prey, ſee his eye balls they roll, 


Vere in at the death, row go home to the bowl. 


Tiere. 


. 
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There we'll fill up our glaſſes, and a toa? to the 
King | | 

To Wi kes and freſh loyalty let the air ring, 

To Georg: peace and glory may each heart diſpenſe 


2 And my fox hunting flouriſh a thouſand years 


| Kence. 
$0NG LXX. 
ANw HUNTING SONG. 
0 you hear, brother Sportſman, the found of 


the horn ? 
And yet the ſweet pleaſures decline; 


For ſhame, rouze your ſenſes, and cer it is morn, 


With me the ſweet melody join. 
Over hills and o'er vallies, 


See the Traitor he rallies : 


Don't quit him till panting he lies, 
See the hounds in full cry, 15 


Oer hedges all fly, 


Chaſing the ſwift hare tilt fie dies. 


Then ſaddle your ftceds, to the meadows and fields, 
All witfing, all joyous repair; 


No pleaſure a greater happineſs yields, 


Than chafing the Pox or the Hate. 


For ſuch comforts my friends, 

On the ſportſman attends z | 
No pleaſure like hunting is found, 

For when the day's o'er, 

All briſk as before, 


bo 


SONG LXXI. 
The Nw FOX HUNTING Sorg 
1 Valentines day when bright Phœbus 


ſhone clear, 
1 had not been hunting for more than a year, 
I clap'd ſpars to black Sloven and drove up the 
I heard the hounds to rattle and Frer.ch horas 
to blow. | 


IZaliowing to cover, Old Anthony cries, 
No ſconer he ſpoke but the Fox he eſpies, 
| | Taleo, Tal.o. CE. 
He gave the hollow, and then cracked his wip, 
Taleo was the word, and the dog lick'd his lip. 


Then up ſtarts Dick Dawſon he car'd not a pin, 
He leap'd at the drain ard all four tambled in, 
And as he ſprung over, he e pied O.d Ren, 
With his tongue hanging out going home to his 
den. 3 


Our hounds and our horſes were always as good, 


As ever broke cover, or daſh'd thro' the Wood, 


Put now Old Renard muſt cer:ain!y die, 


Have at you Old Anthony D. ck Dawſon did ery: 


Our hounds they run nearly ten miles or more, 


Till Old Anthony eurs'd, damn'd, and he ſwore, 1 


But now Old Reynird mu ft give up the ghoſt 


Come fil us ycur Bum pers an pie us the toaſt... | 


„ 


Our day's ſport being over, let the French horns 
: wind, 

| To the jolly fox hunters, let's chearfully join, 

4 sv fill up your glaſſ.s, let's ch-arfvl y drink, 

1 For while we have ſix- p nc= we never can ſhrink. 


SONG LXXII. 
w 1 Th: ECCHCING HORN, 


as | HAM, hark. the fhrill horn, 
Calls the ſportſm- n abroad, 

To horſe, my brave boys, and away; 
The morning is up. b 
And the cry of the hounds, 

Upbraids our tedious delay. 


ip. What pl aſure we feel, 
In purſuing the fox, 
Ober hills and o'er valleys he flies, 
Fo iow, fol ow, we'll ſoon 
Overtake him huzza! 
bis The Traitor is ſiezed on and dies, 


Triumphant returning, 
J, I At night with the ſpoil, 
dod, Like Bacchanals, ſhouting and gay; 
L How ſweet with a bottle, 
cry: | And Laſs to re'reſh, 
e And loole the fatigues of the day, 


With ſport, love and wine, 
Fickle fortune de'y ; 


( 80 ) 
Dull Wiſdom our Happineſs ſours ; 1 T 


Since Life is no more, 


Then a paſſaz' at beſt, 


Let's ſttew the way over with Flowers. "I 
SONG LXXIII. 1 2 
A New 8 O N G, TI 
HAT ſport can compare, = 
To hunting of the hare, | A. 
In the morn, in fair ard pleafint weather, * 
With our horſes and our hounds, T 
We will ſcour o'er the grounds, BE on 
And tantara, huzza, brave boys we will . 
When poor puſs doth riſe, N 
Then away from us he flies, | x” 
And we give her a thundering hollow, = 
With our horſes and our hounds, _ 
We will pull her courage down, | Sh 
And tantara, huzza, brave * we will Abs EM : 
When poor Puſs is kill'd, 4.3 
We retire from the held, | 2 A 
And be merry boy s, be merry boys, | 1 I ; 


And drown away all ſorrow, 
We have nothing more to fear, 

But to drown away all care, | 
And to baniſh, huzza and to baniſh, 
All our thoughts till to- merrow. 


" 13 


dene Lav. 
The INDUSTRIOUS FARMER, 


% 


(COME all ye lads and lads and laſſes 
Together let us go 

Into ſome plealant Gs Field, 

Our courage for to ſhew; 

With Reap-Hook and Shickle 

So well we'll clear the Land, 

The farmer cries work on, my boys, 

Her's liquor at your command: 

With a good old leather bottle, 


And beer that is ſo brown, 


We'll ſtrip and reap together, 


Till bright Phœbus does go down. 


At day-light in the morning 
The birds begin to ſing, 
The echoe of their harmony 


Makes all the Groves to ring; 
| Then in comes pretty Nancy f 


The Corn for to leaie, 

She is a lovely creature, 

I mult ſpeak in her praiſe, 

I wiſh 1 was her keeper, 

She is my heart's delight, 

And thro' the Groves and Foreſts 
I could range both day and night. 


| She gathers, and ſhe binds it, 
She loads her tender arms, | 


And pitches to the Waggoner, 


For to fill ap her barn; 


(02 3 


Whilſt the induſtrious Farmer 

By the ſweat of his brow, 

Hs labours and endeavours 

To make up his Barley mow: 
Whilſt John produces good liquor, 
It often has been faid . 
Good liquor makes good blood, 
And good bloc d a pretty maid. 


Now the Harveſt is ove”, 


'The Corn is free from harm, | | | The 
And tor to go 40 market, V 
We muſt thraſhin a barn; | | But 
So let's drink a health to the Farmer, „ 
And merrily we'll ſing, 3 
Succeſs unto the farmers, | | | Shot 
Likewiſe to George, the King, | - V 
Drink ſucceſs to the Farmers, | You 
Or elſe we are too blame, 3 0 | B 
And wiſh them health and happiteſs, 
*Till Harveſt comes again. 3 1 Fos 
| | H 
SONG LXXV. | Wh. 
D 


The UNFORTUNATE MAIDEN, | 


5 0 T WAS when the ſe2s were roaring, 
With hollow blaſt of wind, | 
A damſel lay deploring, | 

; All on a rock reclin'd. 


Wide o'er the roaring billows, 
She caſt a wiſhf || lock, 

Her head was crown'd with wiilows, 
That trembled o'er the brook. 


N. 
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Twelve months were gone and over, 
And nine long te Jious days, 

Why didſt thou vent'rous lover, 
Why didſt thou croſs the Seas. 


Ceaſe, ceaſe thou rue! o ein, 
And let my love: cet. 

Ah! what's hy troubled motion, 
To that witain my brealt. 


The merchant robb'd of pleaſure, 
Views tempeſts in di'pair, 


But what's the loſs of treaſure, + 


To the loſing of my dear. 


Should you ſome coaſt be laid oa, 
Where gold and diamonds grow, 
You may find a richer maiden, 
But none that loves you ſo. 


How can they fly that nature 


Has nothing made in vain, , 
Why then beneath the water 
Do hideous racks remain. 


; 
No eyes theſe rocks diſcover, 
That's ſunk beneath the deep, 


To wreck the wand'ring lover, 


And leave the maid to weep. 


| Oh ! Neptune! Neptune, Neptuhe, 


Why was you then ſo croſs, 
As to agree with fortune, 


In this, my woeful loſs. 


(9 


Why didſt not ſend thy Triton, 
To check the boiſt'rous waves, 

That him whom I did doat on, 
Might find ſucceſsful days. 


All melancholy lying. 

She prieved for her dear, 

Repaid eaeh blaſt with ſighing, 
Each billow with a tear. 


When o'er the white waves ſtooping, 

His floating corpſe ſhe ſpy d, nM 
Then like a lilly drooping, _ 

She bow'd her head and died. 


SONG LXXVII. 
The WAY to Keep H E R. 


A HE mind of a woman can never be known, 
You never can gueſs it aright ; 
T'll tell you the reaſon ſhe knows not her own, 
Bhe changes ſo often e er night: | 
Twou'd puzzle Apollo, her whimſies to follow, 
His oracle wou'd be a jeſt; 
She'll frown when ſhe's kind, 
She ll change with the wind, 
And often abuſes the man that ſhe chufes 
And him ſhe refuſes likes bell. ; 


"= them in tzmper I'll tell you the way, 
I'd have you give ear to my plan; ; 


Be merry and chearful, good humour'd and gay, 2 $ 


And kiſs them as oft as you can : 


For while you do theſe, you the ladies will plenſe, _ 


- —- 


n, 


8 


Their affections you're ſure for to giin ; 

Then be of their mind, 
And quickly you'll find, | 

'Tis better than wrangling, contending and jangling, 
For they love you and kiſs you again. 


SONG IXxvIII. 
The DUSKY NIGHT. 
T HE duſky night rides down the ſky, 
And uſhers in the morn, | | 


The hounds all make a jovial cry, 
The huntſman winds his horn, 


Then à hunting let us go, &c. 


The wife around her huſband throws, 
Her arms to make him ſtay, 

My dear, it hails, it rains, it blows 
You cannot hunt to day. 


But a hunting we will go, &c. 


Th' uncavern'd fox like lightning fles, 
His cunning's all awake, 


Io gain the race he cager tries, 
His torſeit like the ſtake, 
When a hunting we do go, &c. 


Arous' d en echoe huntreſs turns, 
And madly ſhouts her joy, 


The ſporiſnan's breaſt cnraptur'd burns, 


The chace can never cloy. 


| Then a hunting we will go, Kc. 


uy H Deſpairiog, , - 
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Deſparing mark, he ſe:ks the tide 

His art muſt now prevail, | 
Hark ! ſhouts the miſcreant death betide, 
His ſpeed his cunning fell. 
When a hunting we do go, &c. 


For lo! his firength to fainineG worn, 
The hounds areſt his flight, 


Then hungry homeward we return 
To feaſt away the night. 


Then a drinking we will go, &c. 
11 ON G-LXXIX. 


The JOLLY: GIII III. 
(COVE, come, come ye dainty doxies | 


Com- to me y. girls ſo dear, 
Altho' we've no huules, no- riches 
Yet we'll never want good cheer. 


Chorus. So come along with us, and booze it | 


briſkly, V 
Allycu girls t ove yoar eaſe, 


For the jolly gipſies they'll go dipſy ing 


And goa 


— when ever they pleale, 
Let the miſer hoard up his money, 
We will ſpend it at our eaſe, ; 
We will teil t, we will foil it, 
And will ſpynd it as we pleaſe. 

| * 


All you that delight in pretty women, 

_ Muſt enjoy her while you may, 

'+ Strive to delight her and content her, 
Then ſhe'll pleaſe you night and day. 
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We : re honeſt, we a-e Boczey, 
Fairly with our bloſſes dear, 
We are courting, we are fporting, 


Yet we never want good Cheer. 
N Sometimes we drink fack and ſherry, 


Sometimes we drink water ſad, 
Sometimes we are very merry, 
And ſometimes we are plaguy mad. 


Oftentimes we all are ſporting, 

In the fields both night and morn. 
At choſe plea;ant times are courting, 
In the what, likewiſe the corn. 


So to l and end my ditty, 
In a jovial flowing bowl, 


Some are wiſe, and fome are witty, 


_ Gipfies they are merry fouls, 
SONG LXXX. 
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Low down in the B RO O NM. 


T was on Witſun Monday, 
The day appointed was, 
Twas low down in the bottom, 
To meet a bonny laſs. 


And I myſelf a bonny lad, 
To bear her company, 


And its low down in the broom, 


She's waiting there for me. 
. H 2 
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I turn'd myſelf quite round abon:, 
To ſee what 1 cou'd ſee, 

At length I eſp'd my own true love, 
Come wand'ring near to me, 


I kindly took her by the hand, 
And gave her kiſſes three, 
And it's low down in the broom, 

| She's waiting there for me. 


I took her round the middle ſmall, 
And gently laid her down, 


Theſe were the words that ſhe did ſay, 


As ſhe lay on the broom, 


Do what you will kind fir, ſhe faid, 
Tis equal unto me, 
For little does my mamma know, 


That you're in the broom with me. 


My father he is a miſer, 

_  KRe will give me no gold, 

My mother ſhe's a ſcolding dame, | 
She does the }.ouſe controul, 


But Ido love a bonny lad, 
Until the diy I die, 

And its low down in the broom, 

He's waiting there for me. 


1 tcok her by the li!ly-white hand, 
And {:id my own fweetheart, 

Since you and 1 have together met, 
I hope we ne'er ſhall part. 
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But we will go and married be, 
Like others in the town, 

Wich ail my heart my dear ſhe ſaid, 

Farewell to the bonny broom. 


SONG LXXXI. 
Sung by Mr. Hudſon, 
Set by Mr. Goodwin, Jun. 


ER moorlaads and mountains, rude, baren 
and bare, | 
As wilder'd and wenried I roam, 
A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſee my deſpair, 
| And leads me o'er lawns to her home. 
Yellow ſheaves from rich Ceres her cottage had 
crown'd, 
Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on the floor, 
Her caſements ſweet woodbines crept wantonly 
round, 
And deck'd the ſod feats at her deor. 


We fer ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt. 
| Freſh fruits: and ſhe call'd me the beſt, 
_ Whilſt thrown from my . by ſome glances ſhe- 
caſt, | 
L. ve {lily flole into my breaſt. 
I told her n * wiſhes; 3 the ſweetly replied, 
(Ye virgins her voice was divine) 
I have rich ones rejected, and great ones denied, 
Yettake me fond pos thine, 
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Her air was fo modeſt, her aſpect ſo meek, 
So ſimple, yet ſweet were her charms, 
I kiſg'd the ripe roſts that glow'd on her cheeks 
And took the lovid mad in my arms: 
Now jocund together we tend a feu ſheep, 
And if on the banks by the ftrcam, 
Reclin'd on her boſom I ſank into ſleep, 
Her image ſtill ſottens my dreams. 


Together we range o'er the ſlow-riſing hill, 
Dclighted with paſtoral views, 


Vr reſt on the rock where the ſtreamſets diſti's, 


And mark out n:w themes for my muſe: 


To pomp and proud titles ſhe nc'r did aſpire, 


The damie!'s of humble deicent, 
The cotager Peace is well known for her fire, 
And the ſhepherd's has nam'd her Content. 


SONG IIXX XII. 


; UARDIAN angles now prote& me, 
Send to me the ſwain I love; 

Cupid with thy bow direct me, 

Help me ail ye powers above: 
Bear him my fighs ye gent'e breeze, 
Tell him I love and I deſpair: 
Tell him for him I grieve, 
Say — tis for him I live, 


0 may the ſhepherd be ſincere. 


Thro' the ſhady groves Ill wander, 

dient as the bird of night; 

Near the brink of yor der foun ain, 
-+wſt Leander bieſe'd my fight; 


Her teeth was milk- white, full imart was her gait, 
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Witresye groves and falls of ua ter, 
Echces repeat the vows he ſwore ; 
Can he fergat me, | 
Will he negle& me, 


Shall 1 never ſee him more. 


Does he love and yet forſake me, 
To admire a nympa more fair; 
Tf 'tis fo l'Il wear the willow, 
And eſteem the happy pair; 
Some lonely cave PFli make my dwelling, by 
Ne'cr more tac cares of | fe purſue ; 
Th: lark and Philomel, 
Oniy ſnall hear me tell, 
What makes me bid the World adieu. 


SON G LXXXIII. 


AT Totterdowa-hill there du elt an old pair, 
And it may be they dwel! there fill; 
Much riches indeed did no: fall to their ſhare, 
But they kept a (mall farm in4 a mill: 


© Bur fully content with what they did get, 


They knew nnt of guile nor of arts; 


One da ghter they had, and her name it was Bett, 


And ſhe was the pride of their hearts. 


Nu:-brown were her orks, her age it waz ſt raight 
Her eyes were as black as a floe: 

A:d ſleek was her fxin as a doe: by 

All thick were the clouds, ard the r.in it did pour, 

Noa bit of trre blue cou'd be ſpy'd; 


| A child we: and cold came and baceh” d at the door, 


Its m m' it h d I ſt an it crv'd, 


Young .. 
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Young Bett was as mild as the mornings of ay, 
The babe ſhe hugg'd cloſe to her breaſt ; 

She chef'd bim all o'er, and he ſmil'd as he lay, 
She kifs'd him and !ull'd him to reſt: 

But who do you think ſhe had got for her pr.ze, 
Way love that fly mailer of ar's; 

No ſooner he wak'd but he dropp'd his diſguiſe, 
And ſhew'd her his wings and his darts. 


Quoth he, I am love, but be net afraid, 
1 ho all I make ſhake at my will: 
So good and fo kind yo. hav been my fair maid, 
No harm you fhal: ind from my ſkill : 
My mother re'erdeal: with ſuch fondneſs by me, 
A friend you ſhall find in me fill; 
Take my quiver «nd thoot, and be greater than ſhe, 
be Venus of Tetterdo vn hill. 


/ 8ONGLXXXIV. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. 
Se t by Mr. As nold. 


flow'r, 

Or Blue-belis ate robb'd of their dew ; : 
Sleep on my Maria, while I deck the bow'r, 

| To make it more worthy of you. | 


There roſes and jefmine each other ſhall greet, 
And mingle to c:py your hue; _ 

The lilly, to match with thy boſom fo ſweet, 
How faint its reſemblanct to you. 


With 


RE Phœbus ſhall reep on the freſh bedding 


e, 


ing 
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With the ſweets of your breath, the as. i viole: 
ſhall vie, 
But weakly, and pay it its due; 
The thorn ſhuil be robb'd of the ſſoe for your yes 
Yet nature pa ns nothing like you. 


The 1. aves of the ſenſttive plant muſt declare, 
The truth of my well belov'd ſhe; 


wh. ſe ranch if to touch it bold ſhepherds ſhall Gare 


Would ſhrink from all others but me, 


$0ONG LXXXYV. 


V HEN former comes, the fwains 0 on Tweed 
Sing their ſucceſsful 'oves ; 

Around the ewes and lambkins feed, 
And muſic fiils the Groves: 


But my lov'd-ſong is then the broom, 


So fair on Cowden Know: ; 
For ſu e o ſweet, ſo fair a bloom, 
Elſewhcre ther: ncver grows. 


There Colin tun'd his oaten ree?, 


And won my yi Iding hear: ; 
No ſhepherd e' er that dwelt on Tweed, 
Cou'd play with halt ſuch art: 


He ſung of Tay, of Forth, and Clyde, 


The hil!s and dales all round, 
Of Leagder-havgh:, and Lead-r- fide, 
Oh! bew! bt: ſt the found, 
Othe broom, &c, 


Ves 


O the broom, Ke. 
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Yet more delightful is the broom, 

So fair on Cowden Knows; 

For ſure ſo freſh, ſo bright a bloom, 
Elf:where there r.ever g:ows : 

Not Tiviot braes ſo grecn and gay, 

May with this broom compaie; 

Nor Yarrow tank: in flow'ry May, 
Nor buſh a boon Traquair. 


More pleaſing far is Cou den Knows, 

My peaceful h- poy home; 

Where | was wont to milk my ewes, 
At cve among the broom : 

Ye pow'rs that haunt the woods and plains, 
Where Tweed ard Tivict flows; 

Convey me io the beit of ſwaitus, 
And my lov'd Cowden Knows. 
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In POOR of Gay 
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